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STEPHEN'S LIFE OF PROFESSOR 
FAWCETT. 

Now Ready. With 2 Steel Portraits. 

Large Crown 8v0, 12s. 6d. 


Ui OF HENRY FAWCETT. 
ty Leetre Srernew, Author of “ A History of 
giish Thought in the Eighteenth Century,” 
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A DOYLE IN THE YEAR 1840. /liustrated 
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NEW NOVEL BY THE AUTHOR OF 
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At all the Libraries, in 3 vols. , post 8vo. 
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THE NEW ELECTORAL DIVISIONS. 


Just Published, in #vo, half Persian Morocco, 
price 28s, 


TANFORD'S PARLIAMEN. 
§ TARY COUNTY ATLAS AND HANDBOOK OF 
ENGLAND AND WALES. Highty- nine Maps with 
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SULPHOLINE 
LOTION 


(The Cure for Skin Diseases) 


a few days removes every Eruption, Spot, or 
i lemish, rendering the Skin clear, smooth, supple, 
and healthy. Sold everywhere. 
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The 


“Four Seasons, 


A sweet Tobacco of the highest class, 


“ Sweet when the Morn is grey, 
99 «= Sweet when they've cleared away 
of Day 
Possibly sweetest.” 


( Calverley.) 


Lunch; and at close 


excellent either in Pipe or Cigarette. 


Manufactured In Bond by W. D. & H. O. WILLS. 
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/ WHITE ROSPF. a most delicate odour. 
/ FRANGIPANNI, on cternal perfume. 
MAGNOLIA, natural as the flower. 


OPOPONAX 


The Flower King 
AMPBFERG RIS, more rare than gold 
VIOLET and OF ANGE, for W eddings. 
KISS ME QUICK, always sweet. 


ad Three Bottles in case,78.; 
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WON-FORFEITABLE POLICKS, LOW PREMIUMS 
COMPLETE SECURITY, BONUS APPLIED TO MAKE 
POLICIES PAYABLE DURING LIFE 
Edinburgh (Head Office): 19 Georce Str 
London: 82 King William St. E.c. and 
9 Craig's Court s.w. 


Glasgow: 64 St. Vincent St. | Dudiin: 91 Dame St. 
Manchester ; 60 Spring Gardens. 
Liverpool; Cs Exchange. 


BEST HAVANA CICARS. 


AT IMPORT PRICES. 


The greatest Connoisseurs, the keenest Buyers, and 
the bes: judges of value now purchase their Cigars at 


BENSON’S, 61, St. Paul’s Churchyard. 


MGs, Os. & 22a ber 100, Sam pies, 5 tor le 14 Stamps 
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ene roprietors of the famous“ ELLEN TEKRY” 

Ark PIN which cannot possibly fall out when 
—- placed in the hair. Sample boxes ~V ery thin 
b ack, § «tam solid aluminium golt, i4 stamps 
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Merpats. 

Established 1853. 
HE finest prevention against COLDS, NE U- 
RALGIA, SCIATICA, and TOOTHACHE ever 
introuuced to the changeable climate of England 
Everyone should use them and judge for themselves. 


None genuine unless stam ped hay. - 7a 
Trade Mark and Signature. Lair 
ontained of all respectable ( Rt... 

Ho-iers, and Dr aper rs Vy rite for all mY 
Medical Te.timeni>! 

ERNEST “GUTMANN, 
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OCONCENTRATED 


PEPTONIZED COCOA AND MILK 
PATE 
Delicious ae... Se. slit needed. 
Highly nutritious. Always ready. 
A stimulant without alcohol. 


CONCENTRATED 


PEPTONIZED COCOA AND MILK 


Unriva!lled for nutrition. 
For all whose digestion is weak, invalids, deli- 
cate children, &c. 


CONCENTRATED 
PEPTONIZED COCOA AND MILK 
(PATENT). 


Always available as a Restorative and agree 
able beverage. 


SAVORY & MOORE, 
NEW BOND STREET, LONDON, 
Tins, 2+. 6d. each, obtainable everywhere. 


'COLD MEDAL, HEALTH EXHIBITION, 1884, 





LEA & PERRINS’ SAUCE. 
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LEA & RRINS' SAUCER, 
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each bottle of the Original and Genuine 


WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE 


» wea Diguature, Lhus— 


Lea omiva 


* Bold W —— by the Proprietors, Worcester, 
Gscan @ Brscawet, London ; and Export Vilmen 
generally, 

Retail by Deaiers in sauces throughout the World. 
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IRCULAR PENS 


POINTED 


Write as smovtnly as a iead pencil, and neither 
scratch nor spurt, the points being rounded ye nef 
rocess. Six Prize Medals awarded. Assorted 
mple Box, 6d , of any Stationer. or send 7 stamps 
te c. Baanxvav ex & Co.'s Pen W orks, Birmingham. 
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TRADE MARKS FOR WELL-KNOWN FIRMS. 
Designed by Dumb-Crambo Junior. 
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Pete a-Robbin’ son. 





A Corker for the Member for Cork. 
(By a Sanguine Liberal.) 


PARNELL says onr Party he’ll throttle ; 
But, when the Poll comes to its “‘ tottle,” 
He may possibly fear 
It is not quite so cl 


ear 
That the Cork has the best of the bottle! 





“Hi Dieete Diecte!”—On Thursday last, the new 
London School Board rejected Mr. E. N. Buxton for 
Chairman, and instead, elected the Rev. J. R. Dicetx, an 
“unattached” Clergyman, with Sir Ricuarp Tempie 
for Viee. The ‘ Temple for Vice” does not sound well in 
connection with the School Board. But Sir Ricnanp 
will give efficient aid, and as to the Rev. J. R. Dicerx 
“unattached,” he will have every opportunity of proving 
whether the Board’s choice is, or is not ri-diggle-ous. 





“ARRY ON THE ELECTIONS. 
Dear CHARLIE, 
"Ow goes it, my Joskin? Asouse that remark, dear old bloke, 
But the chawbaocon life wot you 're leading ain't fit for a ’Amstead ’Kath moke. 
Kural parts, mate, are all tommy rot, and it gives me the needle, dear boy, 
Co see_you still buried down there, where there ’s nothink to see or enjoy. 


We've bin goin’ it proper in London. Elections all over the shop, 

And them Rads ’aven't ’ad a look in, Sir. We've landed 'em fair on the ’op. 
[ave cheered myself ‘orse, I essure yer, bin at it for weeks, day and night, 

ind when ’Axky is straight on the job, things is bound to come out about right. 


{ am Tory right down to my bluchers, and straight up my back, as you know, 

And I think |’ve give GLapsrone his gruel, and bunnicked up Brummagem Jor. 

Leastways, if the town was all Annies and Aristos, Rads and their rot 

Would Ne meas to that orful extent they would wish theirselves jolly well 
sho’ 


'f there ’s any dashed thing I do hate wus than work and stale swiz, it’s a Rad; 
He is mostly a white-feathered Muggins, and always a clod or a cad. 

So I pal’d on the Tory Committee, stack red silk rosettes in my eoat, 

And went canvassing round a rare buster in search of the working man's vote. 


Sech pane my dear Cuantig, sech shindies, sech row-de-dow meetings all 
round: 

Sech turns st the chucker-out bizness, wich suits me right down to the 
ground ! 

Most as funny as ’unting a Welsher. Chap ’isses, that puts up yer blood, 

3o you go for him, six on yer, thump him, and leave him to cool in the mud. 


’Fen ee though, Canute, old bloater! we ’ad ’em ‘one night, and no 
Stoppea one with m Sunday best ’at—a bran’ new un as cost arf a quid; 

to I drew the line p, and skedaddled. Won’t run to it, Caartix, dear boy! 
And that dashed Corrup Practices Hact leaves us jolly few perks to enjoy. 


Blarmed nonsense all that! I’ve been working six weeks for our man, Marx 


RUMP, 
And there "s jest nothink hangs to it, Coantre! It gives one the fair blooming 


ump. 
There’s some chat about blankets and soup-tickets, most on it kibosh, of course ; 
But bedelothes and skilly won’t pay me for ’owling until I git ’orse | 


't’s the cumpany does it, old hoyster, the cumpany! Lor it’s A.1 

Co be took in a Ax Acre Lando to poll. Then the girls are good fun. 

Wy a Primrose League Dame—a fair scorcher—as pinned a rosette on my collar, 
3ez, ‘* Do your best, dear Mister Anny! ”—I did, too, you bet your last dollar! 


{ pelted the Radical posters, I guyed all the Radical spouts ; 

{ cockcrow’d their Candidate crazy, in spite of their wild “ Turn-im-houts,” 
Chey talk of a Citizen’s dooty ; I think, dear old pal, you’ll admit 

Chat wot with his vote, voice, and mud-shying, ’Anky done his little bit. 


We peteened Bias McCrump, by three figgers. Great Scott! When the poll 
was declar 

' thought we’d home all the roofs off. The Rads all looked sulky or scared ; 

(nd as for the pets of the Primrose, one snappy young beauty in pink— 

Well, I thought she’d ’a wept on my shirt-front! Yum-yum, Cuakiiz; wotdo 
you think ? 

That’s Tory R-haction, my pippin! It warms un a Patriot's ’art. 

Wot we want in Old England's Protection, and Plack for to take our Own Pert. 

fo give them dashed furriners toko with tarriffs tremenjously hot 

{nd if they rough up and cut didos, to jolly well lick the whole lot! 


Chem’’s my politics, Cuaniiz, packed ’andy ; and that’s wy I’m Tory right 
through. 
Lord Bayouen® my mark; there’s a Statesman! As ’ot as they.’re made, and 
rue Blue. 
He ’s worth ten Old Midlothian Muddlers, and twenty Brum Jors packed in one. 
Viake him boss of the Show, and by Jingo he’ll show the old Jokers some fan ; 


And now I’ve jest heard, my dear Cuaxrtie, that down in your chawbacon part, 
You have chucked out the Tories. Oh scissors! it cats a cove slap to the art | 
Wot’s the good of hus starting the game hup in Town in so proper a way, 

(f them turnip-fed jolterheads muck in, and give Jox the best of the play ? 


(f that Cow and Three Acres does fetch him, Hopex must ’ave a puddeny 


chump. 

Wy, I thought we wos winning ’ands down, mate. Are me and sech swells as 
McCaump 

To be sold by a Juggins like Gives? Are our Dames to shed tears and go sad ? 

Must the Primrose be licked by the Buttercup? Curie, old chap, it’s too bad! 


Can’t believe it, dear boy, can’t, believe it. You give ’em the straight tip from 
Town. 

If you think my snide patter will — ¢ you, wire up, and I'll jest toddle down. 

This Election, old pal, is a Crisi one as we T must carry. 

Che Pink Primrose girl told me that— it’s the gospel aecordin’ to ’ARRY. 
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THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT UNSAID. 


Visitor. “How 18 17, | WONDER, THAT YOU ALWAYS GET BETTER TEA AT 
OTHER PropLr’s Hovusks THAN YOUR own?” 


THEEBAW’S DIARY. 


Monday.—Glad it's allover. Cost mea pang giving up Mandalay and the 
entire army, especially as I had settled a grand military execution for next 
week. This invasion has put out all my arrangements. he Cabinet Torture | 
had fixed for the 15th postponed indefinitely. These Barbarians don’t know how 
to govern. Why, they have been in the capital for the last four-and-twenty hours 
and haven’t yet killed anybody—not even impaled a Prime Minister ! 

Tuesday.—They are beginning to understand me and my little ways. A dish of 
live snakes at breakfast this morning, capital! Had an interview with the Chief 
Barbarian. He was very civil, but refused to scald my late Privy Council to death 
in boiling oil! When asked if I wanted anything else, sulked, and said ‘‘ No.” 
Suddenly remembered that my European tailor a before I left ——! had 
sent in his account. Requested that his head might be removed and forwarded to 
me by Parcels Post. Chief Barbarian said he was afraid that the regulations 
would not allow of the transfer, but he would “‘ see what could be done.” Told 
him that I did not want to cause inconvenience to anyone, and that if they buried 
the tailor alive it would do just as well. 

Wednesday.—Very dull indeed. Nothingtodo. Asked the Chief Barbarian 
if I might have a dozen or so of my cousins to slay. Told me that ‘‘ Murder was 
prohibited.” Couldn’t see what that had to do with it. Surely the head of a family 
may thin it occasionally? Was extremely annoyed because the Chief Barbarian 
refused to allow the steamer that brought me from Mandalay to be blown up, with 
its crew, for my amusement. The Chief Barbarian takes advantage of my weak- 
ness. He isa bully! 

Thursday.—Chief Barbarian tells me that deputation from the Burmese Branch 
of the Anti- National Leagueand Destruction of British Interests Association desired 
toseeme. When they were admitted they told me that they would use their best 
endeavours to get me restored to the throne of my ancestors. Very good of them, 
but they bored me. Before retiring thanked me for the patience with which 
I had listened to them. They wouldn’t have had the opportunity if I only had 
had my nine-bladed sword ready to hand before they entered! Subsequentl 
the Chief Barbarian refused to have them all bitten to death by serpents, althoug 
I begged him to give the order asa personal favour to myself. The Chief Bar- 
barian is very unkind to me! 

Friday.—Reeeived a number of letters from British sympathisers, condoli 
with me on 4 dethronement. Answered them on my pet ‘‘ poisoned note-paper.” 
The only real bit of en oyment I have had since leaving M: y. How i 








their executors will be! Sew Prenperoast chuckling’in 


a corner. What at? Something he was reading, he 
eaid. What? I asked. Then he told me it was the cur. 
rent number of Punch. I informed him that I knew of 
Mr. Pier porteotiy ed. oe I y = it I ——s the 
people of England to iow deeply 1 regretted not 
on studied the wise words of Mr. Punch all my life, 
and then I should not now be in my present pickle, 
Prenpereast replied that he would write the Queen to 
that effect, and then continued reading and chuckling, 
Should like to take his head off. I hear that Mr. Punch’; 
Artists take off am ah heads; even the heads of the 


greatest Ministers. I love Mr. Punch’s Artists for this, 
There is a wanty between us. We shall meet. 
Saturday.— 


am to be liberated, and goto England, 
I am tw have a benefit at a place called aleme Tussavp's 
where (with a double-headed oe I am to run a- 
muck for five minutes amongst the Early Norman Kings, 
I am to be lodged at the Albert Palace, because it is more 
lively than Buckingham Palace. Also I shall meet 
Mr. Punch’s Artists, who take off people’s heads, 





LAYS OF A LAZY MINSTREL, 
MY COUNTRY COUSIN. 


To Town, about the close of dull November, 
Up comes the Country Cousin, pray remember,— 
The Cattle Show to visit in December ! 


She ’s bonny and bewitching in her sealskin, 
Her pretty gloves fit tight as any eel-skin, 
And roses bloom—not rouge—upon her real skin ! 


Her winsome, watchet eyes, they are the eweetest 
Her bottines and her ankles are the neatest, 
Her toilette you’ll consider the completest. 


She’s pretty, piquante, pouting, and capricious ; 
So dainty, dimpled, daring, and delicious : 
She ’s joyful, and she’s jaunty and judicious. 


She loves to hear the latest tittle-tattle ; 
On manners, music, crinoline, and cattle, 
And pictures, peers and poets will she prattle ! 


She often goes out shopping with her Mother 
The Park she sometimes visits with her Brother— 
She ’d much prefer to stroll there with Another! 


The bright Mikado music sets her huamming— 
And how she likes the Temple kettle-drumming, 
With those who love to go chrysanthemumming ! 


She has no views on “‘ rights”’ or vivisection, 
Finds polities a bore, upon reflection— _ 
But dotes on Conney Grain and his Election! 


She dearly loves a pleasant lunch chez VeRREY, 
And —— | prefers dry Pommery to mg : 
She’s ‘‘ gone”’ on Mr. Irvine and Miss Terry! 


She go*s to Tootr’s, and there she roars with laughter ; 
To Human Nature off next night you waft her— 
She sees the Colleen Bawn the evening after! 


She music loves—from dances unto dirges— 
And when she from the Albert Hall emerges, 
You'll have to take her off to Moorz anp Bureerss! 


She can’t e’en rest ’twixt Saturday and Monday, 
But in a hansom—despite Mrs. GruNDY— 
She drives down to the Abbey on a Sunday ! 


She’s bright each morn—as fresh as any daisy— 
And when with seeing sights I’m nearly crazy, 
She says I am “‘ incorrigibly lazy!” 


But when one day from Euston she has started, 
(Those eyelids drooped a wee bit when we parted!) 
I certainly felt dismal and down-hearted. 


That merry whirling time at last is ended !— P 
And as for hearts? Pooh! peek ! I’m feeling splendid! 
** Least said,” the proverb hints, “ is soonest mended ! 





Pusticans vy. Repustican.—Joy of the Tavernkeepers 
on hearing of Sir Wruratp Lawson's defeat. The event 
may be chronicled as the Great Waterfall! 
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SWAIN $0 


T-by, M.P. Gentlemen, Gentlemen, what’sall this about? Why 
stand here in the cold ? 

Mr. G-rge R-ss-ll. We’re obliged to stand, {because we’ve lost 
our seats, 

T-by, M.P. Ah, very good. But, you know, you’ll have to move 
on. It’s against the Act of Parliament to have anything like a mob 
in Palace Yard. Probably you don’t mean anything, but there’s 
a ferocious look about H-yt-k that bodes ill for the public peace. 
You haven’t got pikes up your back now, have you’ Yeu don’t mean 
to have a scuffle with the Ber 


geant-at-Arms? You’d better disperse | 


c| 


’ ' 
Ma iie 
ee " 
= HY = 


HauSE 
FULL 


~ 


“OUT IN THE COLD.” 


T-by, M.P. 80 you did, and Hackney hasn’t behaved Hansom 
And you, my J. K., are you Cross? 

Mr. J. K. Cr-ss. Nota bit. Glad to be out of it. Bad enough 
before R-npD-LPH went to the India Office; but he takes my breath 
away when he talks about India—and that’s awkward. 

Ev-lyn Ashi-y. So it is, especially if you have to make such long 
speeches as those with which I pleased the House of Commons in 
dealing with matters relating to the Colonial Office. But I don’t 
mind—I never did care for office. 

T-by, M.P. Walker! 


quietly before I read the Riot Act. How’s H. ©. E. to-day? He | Mr. W-ik-r. I beg your pardon. Did you speak to me? 
doesn’t look so like H-ere C-omes E-verybody as he did six months} 7-by, M.P. Well, 1 didn't mean to. But now you've walked 
ago. | out of office, perhaps you ’ll say how you like it. 

Mr. H. C. E. Ch-id-rs. No, T-ny. I confess it’s broken me | Mr. W-ik-r. Immensely. Never had a minute's peace— 
down a little. After all I have done for the country, to be treated | especially when the House was sitting. T-m H-ry always jumpin 
thus. I strengthened its Navy, reformed its Dockyards, made | at me. indbag 8-xt-n interminally pumping out the tepid flui 
its Budget, and now in my old age Pomfret deserts me. If I had | of his talk; J-s-ru G-11-s grinning at me, and moving his fingers 
served—— | convulsively, as if he were Mr. Quilp, and 1 Mrs. Jinniwen, 1’m 

Mr. Sh-we L-f-vre. Pom, pom ; don’t fret. Look at me, and think | really glad to be out of it. 
what J’ve done, and what the country loses inme. And yet I heave| Mr. R-ss-li and Mr. C-ne (together). 80 am 1! 
no sigh, and shed no tear. (Mr. C-we. Nor does the country.) Iwas | 7-by, M.P. And you, Sir Antuun? ; : 
just beginning to reach my proper sphere. I was in the Cabinet,| Sir Arth-r H-yt-r. Oh! 1 hate ter think of it! Ladyship says 
Head of a Department, respected by my friends, feared by my | I’ll have more time to look up nice people for her Saturday evenings. 
énemies—— | But that’s poor consolation. 4 

T-by, M.P. And rejected by Reading. Well, never mind, we| Lord K-ns-ngt-n. They will miss me at the door. The way those 
must try and get on without you for a bit. And how does my friend | fellows will sneak away from a Division now will be awful ! 

-Ls take it? H-zus, sweet H-ums, there’s no place like the| 7-by, M.P. Well, well, it’s all very sad. You must have com- 
asury Bench. Eh? | pensation for disturbance. Call on me in the morning. Shall leave 
Mr. H-ims. 1 own I was ised. I worked hard for Hackney, | orders with my man to give you each Three Acres and a Cow. 

and think I did well enough at the Board of Trade. | The deputation then withdrew. 
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FURY AND JURY AT CAMBRIDGE. 


Tar premiere of the Eumenides (by Messrs Vernatt and Ascryr- 
LUs), was one of the most curious ctacles ever placed before a 
nineteenth-century audience, The originality of the plot is unques- 
tioned, except by the pedants who object that it is partially adapted 
from the Greek of Lemprizae. First Act opens on the Terrace 
before the Temple (an unassumi edifice) of Apollo, at Delphi. 
The Prophetess comes on alone, obliges us with a brief précis of 
local history. She then goes off to enter the Temple, but comes back in 

she “had suchaturn.” In the 
Temple she has discovered a number of women, sound asleep (though 
no Select Preacher is in the University pulpit), and, as she rather 
coarsely puts it, “‘ their snoring nostrils blew fearsome rheum.” She 
says she left the Temple on all fours, but she does not ‘‘ come on” in 
that original fashion. She appeals to Apollo, who (like John Wel- 
lington Wells) is ** master of epelis” to “* expel” them. Apparently 
a pun is intended. 

Then the curtain rose on the interior of the Temple. Orestes, an 
interesting orphan, who has just killed his mother for killing his 
father (Agamemnon), is sitting at the base of the sacred stone, sup- 
tt the centre of the earth.” Orestes 
is not, as one might have expected, in mourning. Behind him is 
Apollo, as handsome a god as you could wish to see, and Hermes, 
who having no words to speak, is naturally sulky. About a dozen 
elderly ladies in gauze veils appear to have escaped from some Con- 
tinental pension, and are asleep in various odd attitudes all over the 
stage. These are Furies. They have come to catch Orestes. He 
has killed a relation (a mother, in fact), and it is the peculiar busi- 
ness of the Furies to punish people who kill their relations. There 
is no one else to do it, because what is everybody’s business, in the 
family circle, is nobody’s business. Apollo directs Orestes to run 
away to Delphi, and the hero jumps off with a lead, which he 


| gradually increases, the Furies being left snoring at their post. 


| Clytaemnestra, 
| version of the piece in Vanity Fair) but Mr. Prats, of 





Then, in a mist of violet smoke arises the ghost of Orestes’ mother, 
It is not *‘ Mrs. Rawdon Crawley,” (as in another 
Trinity. 
Clytaemnestra, under the discomforts of a ghostly existence, has 
‘gone off” dreadfully, in her looks, since her appearance in Balliol 
Hall, some four years ago, when Mr. Frank Benson took the part. 
She wakens the Furies, (who snore quite audibly) and they leap to 
their feet, a fearsome spectacle, gauze veils, snakes, and all complete. 
It is impossible to over-praise the Furies, who are the life and soul of 
the piece. As there is not much room for them on the stage, the less 
eminent Furies chiefly shake their fists from platforms which take 
the place of stage-boxes. Their singing is excellent, better than 
their argument, which is that murder ‘‘ does not count,” unless the 
slain person is, like Clytaemnestra, a relation of the murderer's. 
Now a man’s wife is not a relation (unless he marries his cousin) so 
when Clytaemnestra killed her husband, it did not matter much. 

** When J killed Aim, it was nothing,” is the position of Clytem- 
re = backed by the Furies; “‘but when you kill me, it’s 
murder!” 

We now had a wait of twenty-five minutes, and then the curtain 
rose on the Temple of Athene, in Athens. The statue of the goddess, 
with a broad grin on her -humoured features, was reckoned 
very archaic, Orestes entered, and peared, and then the Furies 
were at him. Here a was pted from ‘‘ Jack the Giant 
Killer ’’—** Fee fa, fo fum,—I smell the blood of an Englishman!” 
says the Giant in that old favourite. ‘‘ Now somewhere hereabouts 
he is lurking, for a pleasant savour of human blood doth salute me,” 
our Authors make the Furies ery aloud. 

After ‘‘ a long song and a strong” from the Furies, Athéne comes 
in, a very tall and fair goddess, in a brass helmet. She hears the case, 
and goes off to summon a Special Jury. In the last Act the Jury, 
exceedingly old undergraduates, with a Roman soldier in a brass 
helmet, come on the scene. The Furies, as counsel for the - 
tion, frequently deserve to be committed for contempt of Court. 
They open the ease noisily, and cross-examine the prisoner at the 
Bar. He admits the murder, but calls Apollo as a witness to 
character, and to ‘‘ the very best motives.” Apollo not only speaks 
to character, but denies the jurisdiction of the Furies. They can 
only punish a man who has killed a relation. Now, Apollo argues, 
a man’s mother is no relation to him at all. The Furies ridicule 
this plea, when Apollo brings off a great coup de thédtre— 

‘* Here is a witness,” he says, pointing to Athéne, “‘ who never had 
any mother at all, but was born out of the head of her father. There- 
forea man’s mother is a mere accident, and Clytemnestra was no 
relation of the accused! ” 

Athéne then sums up, ing in favour of Orestes, and the 
Jury vote by ballot. white ball, and the lots being 
equal, Orestes leaves the Court without a stain on his character. 


The rest of the piece consists of a series of songs, in which the Jury | There 


persuade the Furies to , in a friendly way, at Athens, and they are 
conducted to their rooms by a torch-lit procession. 





While the Authors can hardly be congratulated on their plot, or on 
the character of their law, and their ideas the Actors, one 
and all, were warmly and deservedly applauded. They s Greek 
“with an English accent,” (as Mr. Howe is complains we all 
speak English) but they spoke it very distinctly. The comic 
of the Furies was redeemed by their excellent singing, and Dr, 
STANFORD'S music was rather more than worthy of the occasion, 
Perhaps, next time, a little more common sense and allowance for 
modern feeling in the play itself may be recommended to Aiscurivs 
and his very clever collaborator, Mr. VERRALL, 





PAPER-KNIFE POEMS. 
(By Our Special Book-Marker.) 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. (IN OUR WHEEL OF FORTUNE.) 


In our Special Wheel—to Dame Fortune, deep thanks !— 
They ’re ail of ’em prizes, and none of ’em blanks! 

Let ’s pick then a few from the long catalogue, 

From Lonemay, Wanpv-Downey m Frecp and Joun Hoac; 
From Hopper anv Srovextoy, likewise Sampson Low, 

From Remineton, Rovuriener, from Cassett & Co. 

There ’s Sxerrineton, Unwin, and Coapman & Hatt, 
Hrpesuermer, and Hatrcuarp, and then Kecan Patt; 

With Marcos Warp, Maxwe.t, and Marion too, 

Send plenty of prizes to pass in review ! 


In Friends or Foes from Fairyland, Lord Brasovurye’s charming 
tome— 

Lrxtey SamBourRne’s cunning pencil is pa at home: 

What a quaint and fertile fancy throughout the pictures lurk, 

Sure brownies, too, and pixies must have helped him in his work! 

Davenport ApDaMs boys will like—true tales he has to tell, 

In Perils Oft, he tells them, and no doubt he tells them well. 

At Hope's Young Days of Authors, they'll scarcely fail to look, 

’Tis full of illustrations, and a most delightful book. 


Miss Coxon, Mrs. Doveras, Madame fovouns, and Miss Grezr, 
In pleasant Proverb Stories to all children will be dear ; 

And the pictures by Miss Claxton, Miss Bennett, and CHASEMORE, 
By Cornovtp and by Coorzr, they will joyfully con o’er! 

Should e’er you the intricacies of merce wish to learn, 

To Blakley’s Dictionary I would counsel you to turn. 

But at the ‘‘ festive season ” I guess = ll most resort 

To Toothsome Dishes, well compiled, by Carnie DavenPort! 


In Quest of Gold 8t. Jounson writes, and little ones will read 
The Little Silver Trumpet tale, so deftly told by Meape. 4 
Fables and Fancies—book for babes—and one they ’Il love to view, 
Within its covers stories six, and pictures seventy-two! 

What Girls can Do, by Puttuts Browne, is full of useful Jore, 
And charming is Miss Hurron’s tale called Dessie Fennimore. 
Girls, When I was a Child, will love, so clearly does it show 
The quaint old-fashioned girldom of some thirty years ago. 
Miss Vrrtari the story tells—you ’ll much enjoy its fun, 

And The Queen of the Arena, told by Stewart Haxnison. 
Follow my Leader, boys will find, a tale that’s good indeed— 
’Tis pictured well by Stacey, and ’tis smartly penned by Rexp. 


You'll find Three Fairy Princesses as dainty as can be, 

The drawings by Miss Paterson are very fair to see: 

For Fortune and for Glory rings with fighting fierce and tough, 

While Water Pacer illustrates the tale by Lewis Hoven. 

In Frits and Eric Hurcueson his facile pe employ 

With Crusoe-like adventures of two plucky German boys: 

The Lion Battalion—Miss Hutian here relates 

The tiny tales for little folk Miss Coampers decorates. . 

In Major Monk his Motto ne’er does Frepericx Lanosnipes fail 
To point a useful moral and adorn a pleasant tale ! 


The White Swans, by Hans ANDERSEN, we would commend to you, 
For the pictures by Miss Havers are delicate andtrue: __ 
In Through the Meadows WeaTHERLY most a a sing, 
While Miss Epwarps and Jonn SraPces aid pictorially bring ! 
The Owl of Olwynn Belfry is a book you'll quickly spot, 
’Tis full of dainty drawings done by RanpotPu CaLpEcottT: 
Shooting Niagara you’|l read, and you'll be sure to look 
Within Miss Brtincton’s good work, The Gordon Birthday Book. 
Great Battles of the Army, and of the Navy, too, 
Both written by Lieutenant Low—you’re bound to read them 
through. 
Of pleasant books for babyland youll find there is no lack, 
"s Freddie's Letter, Father's Boat, and Clever Master Jack ; 
A Day's Pleasure unto children will no doubt give joy enough, 











And se will Mrs. Banxegn’s tale of Pomeranian Puff : 
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The Vee-Boers in South Africa will no commending need, 
For in the main ’tis readable—’tis written by Marne Rerp! 


The Squires you, doubtless, will peruse in these Election times, 

‘Tis brimming with a humour quaint and sparkles with new rhymes! 
Comedies | sage a Country Side, by Tristam, you'll admire 

His sketches of the ‘‘ Parvenu,” the ** Parson,” and the ** Squire.” 
Here 's the weird Outlaw of Iceland, by Victron Hueco writ— 

You will find Sir Gitpert Campset has well translated it; 

And Fubles from the Sanskrit, too—to read well worth your while— 
‘Tis Englished by CoagLes WILKINs in most admirable style! 

In Sunny Switzerland you'll read, and possibly survey 

The pleasant Lindenbliimen too—they ‘re both be Rowand GREY. 
And WeaTHERLY’s Punch and Judy it is plain enough to me, 

With Miss TownsEnn’s merry pictures, by all will welcomed be. 
You ‘ll soon discover that Miss Yonex, to charm she will not fail, 
With other clever pens that write, in Please tell me a Tule. 

The British Navy Album, it is bound in crocodile— 

And so no doubt it oft recalls the Battle of the Nile ; 

‘Tis full of naval pictures, and appropriate is quite 

For Admiral, or Bo’sun, or a merry Midshipmite ! 





“IMPROVEMENT” AT ETON. 
DIARY OF A PRESENT ETONIAN. 


Tuesday.—This has indeed been an eventful day. All sorts of 
things have happened, and one sort of thing that I particularly dis- 
like, in fact I can hardly sit down, it hurts so. But before I write 
down how that happened, I must say how it was I came to keep a 
Diary—I don’t always show my work up—in time, you know, and 
occasionally I am late for school: and so Tutor, who very often jum 
to conclusions, J think, says that I’m irregular, and ought to do 
something to make myself punctual: so he suggested that I should 
keep a Diary—I said I would if he liked, but 1 wasn’t going to do it 
for nothing. He took the hint, and promised that if I kept my Diary 
to the end of the half, he’d give mea prize, and as there’s only about 
a month more I can do that, of course. I should rather like to have 
a prize, because I haven’t had one since my first half, when I sapped. 
The governor cut up rather rough last holidays because I didn’t get a 
good report: soif I bring him a prize and tell him it’s for good 
conduct, he’ll be awfully pleased. He need never know. And be- 
sides, I’m sure it’s conduct to keep a Diary. 

ScroceLes is my best friend, but he doesn't board in this house, I 
am sorry to — LEs’s pater is an M.F.H., and I believe he’s 
an M.P. also, but of course there aren’t as many M.P.’s as Masters of 
Fox-Hounds. Scrogexes is awfully fond of hunting and sport, and 
so am 1: and when we get to talking horse, we generally go on for a 
long time. ScroeG zs is rather clever, too, and helps me with my 
work sometimes: but as he doesn’t here, I can't always get 
it from him, and then I go to Smrrr, who isn’t a bad sort of a snipe. 

As for my Fag Master Morrte, he’s an awful rammy sort of fellow. 
He doesn’t seem to care much for games, and doesn’t even play for the 
house: but draws and reads poetry, and Dickens, and all that sort 
of thing, when other fellows are watching a match, and altogether | 
can’t make much of him. He hasn’t got any colours yet, and I 
don’t think he will, especially as he is leaving this half, so he’ll 

robably fe as colourless as came, As everybody hasn’t seen 
oTTLE, I’d better = that he’s got a war yee complexion. 
He’s got a friend Cowarp, who plays the piano very well, 
which isn’t such a bad sort of thing to do, only he will play such 
rotten stuff—classical music: just as if we hadn’t enough classics in 
school, without having Greek or Latin music out of school, And he 
plays an awful tune called ‘‘ Zow and Green.”* I believe it’sa 
a — ong, though it’s = wy funny. Fn ane ae 
gins it, ws general] music, e him play 
Sve had Geograph moh miles bet. d Xenophon at nine: I 
+ at early school, and Xenop at nine: I got 
through them all right. At 11°15 our awful two hours’ school began, 
our division had drawing the first hour, and mathematics the second. 
I draw rather well, I think, and have some idea of illustrating my 
ey 6 like Dick Doytx. Dick Dorie wasn't at Eton I should say, 
but don’t know. I sawa copy of his Diary in my Tutor's study. 
He must have been an awful sap. It wasn’t bad up to mathematics. 
We had a good lower-boy ume after four: I was Captain of one 
side and Ft agoal.t But can’t give an account of the game, much 
as I like to, for ing is ‘‘ o’ershadowed”’ (as we say when 
we do verses) by the event from the effects of which I still smart. 
_ Surrr bought a couple of squirts to-day, and we agreed to have a 
fight after tea on the top-paseage. So, soon after six we took off our 
coats, and swathed ourselves in towels, and it was agreed that I 
should hide and Smrrr come and look forme. Just as I was wonder- 


* Our Etonian probably means “ Lohengrin.”’ If he doesn’t, we don’t 
see what he can mean. Evidently education at Eton is considerably im- 





proved.—Ep. Our Etonian is alluding to football.—Ep, 





ing where to go I noticed that the trap-door in the roof was open, and 
I got some fellows to help me up and give me a tumbler of water. 
Before long, Suir came up looking for me, and a as he got near 
I let drive: but he caught sight of me and d »80 all the water 
went on the floor. 

Well, all the fellows were laughing, and Surry and I were going to 
set to, when up comes the Captain of the house with his cane, and 
seeing SmirF wrapped up in towels, with a squirt, and the water on 
the floor, guessed what was up. He must have caught sight of me, 
for he yelled out to “ you fellow up there” to come down. I didn’t 
intend to answer him, soI crept away, and I think I should have got 
off, only I tripped over some wires, and set every bell in the house 
rin , and what was worse, I put my foot through the ceiling : and 
after that I didn’t think it was much good trying to pretend I wasn’t 
there, so I came down, and a jolly ass I looked al bandaged up with 
towels, and my face co with dust. 

The Captain told me to take that foolery off, and sent me to my 
room: and shortly afterwards he an interview with me. He 
brought his cane with him.* It rather quieted me, and I be to 
prepare my French for to-morrow, and I daresay I should have 
finished it, only Surrr, who had also seen the Captain and his cane, 
came in to It is after prayers, and I am writing my Diary, 
and I hear the boy’s-maid coming to take my candle. In she comes. 
Oh, I say, leave ita minute. No. Out goes the candle. Blow it! 
I must go to bed now and get up early to-morrow, I suppose. 


* Is this among the Eton improvements? A Captain of a house chastising 
with a cane may, or ws | not, be an improvement. But it is certainly a 
D. 


novelty. Cave canem !— 
(To be continued.) 





A PLEA FOR THE PILOTS. 


Ir does not need any knowledge of a seafaring life to understand 
how arduous and important are the duties of the Pilots of the United 
Kingdom. And most people know also—and if they don’t, Admiral 
Punch begs hereby to inform them—that those duties are performed 
cheerfully and courageously, in all weathers, for what is certainly 
not magnificent pay. It seems, then, that the Pilots have grievances 
of various kinds, and hence the United Kingdom Pilots’ Association 
has issued a modest address, asking Electors to _— upon Candi- 
dates the need of an inquiry into Pilotage, and the laws affecting it, 
before a Royal Commission, with, it is to be hoped, remedial logisla- 
tion afterwards. In the Merchant Shipping Act of last year a cruel 
attempt was made to abolish com ilotage, without a penny 
of compensation to the Pilots, while the direct consequence would 
have been infinite danger to life and Property at sea. It is feared 
that this clause, which is a favourite ‘‘ fad” of the Board of Trade’s, 
may appear again is some other Bill; and even now the Swansea 
Harbour Trustees are trying to obtain powers to do away with com- 
pulsory pilotage as regards that There are other grievances 
which need not be detailed ; but Admiral Punch trusts he has said 
enough to back up the petition of his good friends the Pilots, and 
2 commend their views to the best attention of a Parliamentary 

mmittee, 





How to Do It. 


Ir you want to earn some siller, | Paint things getting ill and iller, 
Sit and write a Shilling Thriller! | Midnight black than Hades stiller! 
Introduce a secret killer Sea! A boat without a tiller! 
And a strange eccentric Will—er, Stab ! wg de Reseue! Artful 
Pretty girl, a true heart-filler, * biller !” 

mere oe oy aregular “ miller.” | Bookstalls! Bobs! And there’s 
Hunt the lot from post to pillar. your Thriller! 





** Nor ow ALL Fours.”—Was it “* Truthful James” who suggested 
that Mr. Cuampertarw should be known as “* Bob Acres?” But 
where does ‘‘ the cow” come in, unless it is understood in the i- 
fication that Bob Acres was a cow-herd? This won’t do: the ical 
leader has the courage of his opinions ; he isn’t at all Bob Acres, and 
he won’t be cowed. 





Atmost Atowr.—If the Grand Old Ex-Prime Minister should 
have to form an Administration, he will find himself almost in the 
position of the Last Rose of Summer, as, in consequence of ,their 
rejection by their Constituencies, so many of his ‘* blooming com- 
gg are faded and gone.” No matter! More where they came 





Wu it still be ‘‘ Gosser’s Room, in the House of Commons? 
Long it might have been called ‘‘ Gossips’ Room,” and over the 
should have been insoribed “ Alll polities abandon, ye who enter 
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THE CHILD OF THE PERIOD. 


New Governess, “‘ Way ane vou Tgzarine THaT Piacarp, Etsiz? I THovent your Para WAS A LIBERAL!” 
Elsie, ‘S80 HE 18—AND THE ONLY ONE IN THE Famity!”’ 








THE TURN OF THE TIDE; 
OR, THE MAID OF MIDLOTHIAN AND THE PRIVILEGED PEASANT. 


Scene from the enormously successful Great Sensational Drama, recently 
produced in the Provinces. 


Jamima (the Maid of Midlothian) . . W. E. Gr-pst-ne. 
Giles (the Privileged Peasant,—" with a Vote”) Hover. 


Scense—Sands on the Sea Shore near Point Premier. Enter 
Jamima, walking slowly towards it. 


Jamima. Who-o-o-f! (fans herself). I feel tired, and beaten— 
no, not beaten, perish the thought !—but tired—yes, and sleepy. Upon 
these yellow sands—I would they were not yellow, for ‘tis not a 
colour I admire—I walk securely. But where is Gmes? I do 
not see him. Perchance he is still in the fields. He cannot surely 
have forgotten that he has to meet me on the shore, and show me the 
nearest way to Premier Point. (Looks round.) No sign of him as 
yet. How the waves roar! I wish he would come! The gulls, too, 
are screeching so, one can hardly hear oneself speak. Fancy! What 
w life if you can’t hear yourself speak, or make others hear you ? 
How thankful I am that I carry this seat (showing camp-stool 


marked Midlothian). Here will I sit. (Sits.) What a comfort to 
have so strong a su as this seat affords. Here can I sit and 
watch the waters, till he comes. How far is it to Point Premier? 


I must reach it ere dark. It seems quite close, and I have yet a 
good hour or two before me. The waves are getting rougher, and I 
do love a good North Wind. I trust it will not veer to the East 
just as I round Point Premier. Ah, me! (Sighs. The circle 
above her. She looks up at them. Then sh 3.) What strange 
cries these weird birds utter! Methinks I hear them screeching 
out “* Disestablishment!” And hark again. “‘ Fair Trade!” ‘“* De- 
pression!” ‘‘ Egypt!” "Whatdo I hear? They shriek together, 
and what is their cry? (Listens.) Yes, 1 make it out now—*‘ Jozr! 
Jon! Jon!” Ah! the mention of that name saddens and affrights 
me. (Meditates.) Joz! It is not half so sweet and soothing a 
name as GILEs. are friends now, for my sake, will 
they not be bitter enemies hereafter? Poor Joz! So impulsive! 





So headstrong. Ah! he would have run away with me, but 
I dared not consent. Kun away ? To where? He would have 
gone too far, and I should never have been able to return. Ah, 
me! (sadly) it is better as it is. At our last interview he quitted 
me in an angry m because he thought I spoke unkindly to him. 
Yet what wasI do? For the sake of those I love, for my own 

name, I was bound to speak out plainly, and tell him he was too bold, 
too daring, too venturesome. I yielded to him, could we have 
ever got on well together? Impossible! WhenI look back to the 
time I with him in Egypt, how headstrong he was, how 
obstinate! (During the above soliloquy while she been lost in 
meditation the stage darkens, ominous gusts of wind are heard, the 
waves gradually increase). What do I see! The sea is — 

fast! Heavens! It isa Conservative tidal wave... . I had h 
it predi . » » But I didn’t believe it.... (Starts up, and 
looks about wildly.) .... The Waves! More awful than those I 
remember in ‘74... . (The sea rises quickly.) Ha! I am being 
lifted off my feet—I can use the camp-stool as a life-buoy ... . It 
will still support me. IfIcan but gain the point....No! It has 
disa ! (Despairingly.) I am lost! ! (Waves her hand- 
kerchtef frantically above head. The water has now risen nearly to 
her shoulders.) Help | Help! If only Gris could see me... - - 
Ah! .... (Sinks, battling with the waves. At the same instant 

Gites appears on the County shore. He carries a leaping-pole.) 
Giles. Oi heerd a ery for help! Can it be Jammma?—(He catches 
sight of her as she rises a pina. time, clinging to the camp-stool.) "Tis 
she! How toreach her! Ha! this leaping. sole which she herself 
gave me—Jamima! Jamrma! Oi coome! Oi’ll save thee, lass, or perish 
in the attempt ! (Springs across from Conservative County Shore, and 
alights on Inberal Rock, as JaMiMa rises struggling for the third time. 
Calling to her.) Howd on to this! Quick! (Extends leaping-pole. 
a clutches it Ng ae ry - — just in the ‘—- 0 — 

amima (gasping). ! ILES, my own! my |o 
Saved! Saved! Saved 1 


Saints in his arms. Curtain. 





Cry vor THE ApvocaTEs or ANNUAL Partiaments.—Short Commons. 
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GLADSTONIUS. 
(Extract from a Classic Poem.) 
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° And the Times’ 

Bort with a crash like thunder, pause 
Fel] many a loosened ‘‘ plank,” To trim their well worn quills. 
_ “9 a dam,* the Grand Old ° ° ° , 


an 
Made for the County Bank. 
* * * . 


‘*O Voter, Rural Voter, 
To whom we Liberals pray, 
A Liberal’s life and policy And now he feels the bottom, 
Take thou in charge this) Now on dry earth he stands, 
day!” Now round him throng the 
So he spake, and speaking, fas- Lib’rals, 
tened To press his muddy hands. 
The well-worn mackintosh, x ? ® . 
And, with Welsh flannel on his 


ack, 
Plunged Hodgewards in the 


slosh. 
* 


Leader-writers 


But hislimbs were borne up bravely 
By the brave heart within, 

And the Good Rural Voter 
Bore bravely up his chin. | 


They gave him an umbrella-stand 
In record of the fight, 

And twelve stout stand-up collars 
To wear from morn till night. 

They gave him gay gardenias 
For buttonholes, f vow, 

And CHAMBERLAINUS promised 


And when above the turmuts 

They see his drooping gills ; 
From the Reform came loud him 

applause, | Three Acres and a Cow!” 


* There is something like this in MacauLay’s Lays :— 
* And, like a dam, the mighty wreck,” &c. 








The Two Obadiahs. 


Mr. Isaac Horne, in his seventy-eighth year, has won a splendid 
victory for the Liberals in Yorkshire. His son, Mr. A. HoLpsn, has 
won a seat in Bradf It is pleasant to think that, in this par- 
ticular case, the difficulty anticipated in distinguishing Members by 
the nomenclature of their Constituencies will not exist. The Members 
for the-Keighley Division of the West Riding of Yorkshire and for 
the Eastern Division of Bradford will, of course, be known respec- 
tively as the ’Olden and the Young ’un. 





That Cow Again! 


Our Jox thinks that Wealth is too Tory by half. 
ow can one account for it, how, 

That the hot devotees of the Golden Calf ; 

Turn their backs on the Brummagem ‘‘ Cow” ? 





A Happy Rervrn or tHE Day.—When the excellent Justice of 
that name recovered from his indisposition. 





Our or Prace.—CurtpeEns, ex-M.P. for Pontefract. 





THE GRAND OLD MINSTREL. 


Morning.—News of my singing ‘“‘ Home Sweet Home,” at the 
Orphanage, seems to have caused intense interest in the country. 
Fifty-six letters on subject to-day. Perhaps, after all, it was a mis- 
take — to hardy Scote—should have sung ‘em national 
ditties ead, HERBERT suggests, “* with ipes accompaniment.” 
Yes, certainly, bagpipes! Capital idea. f a mind to write to 
Edinburgh Committee, and offer to give ’em a new (Musical) Midlo- 
thian Campaign—shall practise * Scots Wha Hae” to-night. 

Enterprising American Theatre Manager writes to ask if |’m open 
to an engagement to sing ‘‘ The Last Rose of Summer,” at ten 
guineas a night, between first and second Acts of Othello. Says it 
would be sure to bring down house. He could, if I preferred it, in- 
troduce “‘ Hush-a-Bye, Baby” into Ii Trovatore, only it would be 
best with a few alterations, topical allusions, &o. ; he sends two lines 
for a specimen :— 

‘* Hush-a-bye, CHAMBERLAIN, just for a bit ! 
When the Rads rant, the Party will split,” &c. 


Don't see my way to this, somehow. 

Flattering note from organiser of Ballad Concerts. Says he’s 
going to have an “Irish Night” soon, and recommends me to practise 
Moore’s Melodies, and the ‘‘ Ezile of Erin,” with what he calls 
its “* beautiful refrain of Erin-go-Bragh.” ‘Erin fo hang! I say. 
And this after Parwett’s atrocious ingratitude! Shall write to sa 
[’ve had h Irish Melodies for some time—my next “ Iris 
Night” will probably be in the House, and then won't the ‘‘ Exiles 
from Erin” repent that Circular ! 

Mid-Day.—Found my voice a trifle husky, so went to Village 
School to practise it. ool Bee surprised to see me. Had 
to interrupt his lesson in Animal Biology, but said it ‘‘ didn’t matter 
at all.” Got his class to take up chorus while I sang Dr. Warrs’s 
charming Ballad of the “* Busy Bee,” which Sreruen’s Organist has 
just set to music for me, Noticed some of the children a little in- 
attentive—others put their fingers in their ears and made faces— 
afraid my voice must have been very —~ However, after sing- 
ing ‘*‘ Busy Bee” for a couple of hours, I left amid enthusiastic 
cheers from little girls and boys. Curious they should cheer more 
when I gothan when I arrive. Shows magic of personal influence, I 


suppose. 

After Lunch.—Deputation of Cheshire Liberals just called. Seemed 
despondent. Wanted to know what I thought of Elections. Also 
wanted some “cheerful message from Hawarden” to carry back 
with them. Reminds me of a ‘‘ Pretty Present from Scarborough.” 
Co-morrow’s polling-day, it seems, in Western Division of county. 
Told Cheshire Liberals 1 had exhausted politics up in Midlothian, 
but if they liked I’d sing them ‘‘ Pop go the Counties !”’ to the tune 
of ‘* Pop goes the Weasel!” asa duet with Mrs. Giapstone. Cheshire 
Liberals didn’t seem to take to idea. Asked, doubtfully, if my son 
had any reference to Disestablishment, or Three Acres and a Cow 
None whatever, I told them, but there’s a nice little song I was 
practising, about how a Cow jumped, or tried to jump, over the 
Moon, which I should be happy to sing to them on the spot. Cheshire 
ee ae suddenly found they had to catch a train, and went off 

urriedly. ’ : 

Later.—Must really interrupt little boys and girls at village sehool 

in. Can’t practise songs with choruses anywhere else, and 

ERBERT’s done such a screaming parody of ‘‘ Mary had a little 
Lamb.” The first verse goes like this— 

Lowruer told a little cram, 
How Trade was sure to go ; 

But everywhere where LowrueEr went 
The Voters all said *‘‘No.”” &c. 


RosEnery (who’s staying here) says he thinks a breakdown dance 
introduced into song would improve it. Really surprised at Rosx- 
BERY. Ask him to accompany me to village school. Says he’s got 
such a bad toothache he doesn’t like to. Query.—lIs this a mere 


exonse ? 

Evening.—Enjoyed myself at school tremendously just now. 
Don’t know if children di , however. Message brought from Vil 
schoolmaster. Says there’s a mutiny in school. It seems his pu 
have locked him into a coal-cellar, and won’t let him out, unless he 
promises “‘not to have any more c ses.” Says ‘‘he himeelf 
admires my voice immensely, and thinks it beats Sims Kexves hollow 
but his scholars don’t.” en why doesn’t he whip his scholars, i 
want toknow? Orphans the best, afterall. _ . 

End up day with practising Lady Girrarp's charming song of 
“* I’m sitting on a Stile, Mary,” and go to bed hoarser than ever. 





New Sretiinc.—Mr. Cuampertarn’s Radical Programme is not 
to the taste of the Moderate Liberals, who, with a view to a coalition 
and his utter discomfiture, proclaim their hope of being ** Whig- 
Tory-ous in the future!” 
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“‘ DIRECTIONS.” 


Scotch Village Practitioner (to Northern Farmer’, ‘‘Eer tax Luxxnow Doaorer”—(His Patient had been South to consult a great 
Specialist )—** "Lu NO ALLOW YE WHUSKEY, AN’ YE CAN TAK’ NowT BUT Resp WINE, THEER JUST TWA 'LL DAB YE ONY GUID—AN’ 
YE’LL MIND 0’ THEM, FOR THEY RE BAITH MoONOSEELAWBIO !—Poor-R-T AN’ CLAIR-R-T!!” 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Glamour (published by Swann, Sonnenscuetw & Co.), a Novel, by 
Wanveker.—As this is a fairly interesting plot, but too much spun 
out, the Author may be congratulated on the non de plume of 
“* WanDERER” which he has selected. To those who remember the 
old-fashioned saying, ‘‘ Well, wanders will never cease,” the fact 

t in this instance they are limited to three volumes, is as great a 
consolation as was given by one of Frank Tatrourp’s characters in 
some burlesque, who, on being informed that 

* The King, alas! is wandering in his mind,” 
replies— “ He can’t go far, the space is too confined.”’ 

Eminent Doctors, 2 Vols. (Joun Hoae, Pablisher), by G. T. Ber- 
TANY, and we may bet any money that a more interesting book 
on the subject will not easily be found. It is to be specially recom- 
mended to obstinate and unreasonable Anti-vivisectionists. The 
whole book is generally instructive, and that about Jenner specially 
so. What a Chamberlainite Jenner would have been if Joszrnus 
the Radical had been his contemporary, and in Jznnen’s struggling 
oi during his first enthusiasm for vaccination, had offered him 
‘the Three Acres and a Cow.” How delighted Jenner would have 
been, and how celebrated the cow would have become in history ! 

A Curristuas Carnot by Cuantes Dickens has been published by 
RovTLepees’ ia the very convenient, well got up, and most readable 
form which we praised in mentioning the volume of Hoop’s Comic 
Poems of this same series. The only fault is that the pages not only 
require cutting, a sufficient nuisance at any time—but most careful 
cutting too, as the seem folded sometimes one way, sometimes 
another, so that wnless the reader has plenty of leisure and a good 
stock of patience, he will make a nice mess of a very pretty book. 

** Cassell’s Red Libraty,’”’ containing, up to now, works of Leven, 

YTron, Dickens, Irvine, Scott, and selections from American 
Humorists, is another promising series. Excellent type, handy size, 
but not intended to be pocketable, unless for a large pocket. Good 
name “‘ The Red Library,” each book being bound in red, and, what 
is more, bound to be 





THE PHILOSOPHER OUT. 
Reflections of a Defeated Candidate, 


Or course I shall look small for a time at the Club, and sthan’t be 
able to swagger quite so much before acquaintances and relatives. 
But shall I really care ? 

Shan’t I be precious glad to escape that penal servitude down at 
the House every night f—and rejoice to know that I haven't got to 
pass hours on hours in those confounded Committee Rooms / 

After all, was I ever likely to make a figure in the House? 

Had I, in fact, ever opened my mouth in it? And do I think I 
ever should have opened my mouth in it ? 

Do I really then envy my political opponent his seat ? 

, Won't - have to be slaving about the constituency when I’ma 
ree man 

Won't he have to be sitting In 3 to the small hours in the morning, 
when 1’m in bed and fast asleep 

Won't he be tied officially by the leg when I’m off for the Moors ? 

Shall I then be down in the mouth because I have come in at the 
bottom of the Poll ? " 

No, certainly not. But still, while I philosophise, shan’t I look 
forward to getting in next time ? 





Rhyme by a Newcastle Radical. 


Ovr Cowen rebels at the Caucus’s yoke 
And declares his resolve to weigh anchor ; 
Well, Joz’s a good sort, but it’s rather a joke 
To hear Aim complaining 


of rancour ! 





oi cure wet hts ee Fer 
Ve « relief w 
says, “ Here endeth the first Lesson.” D has Seen. goalie aoman enn, 
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SORROWS OF A METROPOLITAN CANDIDATE, 
Tue Fost. 


Tue agonies of theawful night that followed my friend's fearful 
revelation I shall never forget. I dreamt that I was imprisoned in 
Her Majesty’s gaol of Newgate as, I was informed, a first-class 
Miscreant, which necessitated my wearing the prison uniform, and 
submitting to the most unnecessary degradation of having my hair 
cut. My locks being rather sparse, than superabundant, I naturally 
resisted, when the clock from the eutslineneiee Church of St. 
Sepulchre announced the arrival of the two Sheriff's, in full state- 
dress, to witness the execution of the solemn ceremony, and I made 


such a final desperate effort to save my favourite front curl—which I | used lan 


cultivate in memory of a celebrated deceased Earl—that I awoke in 
a profuse perspiration, to find my alarmed attendant rocking me 
violently, under the impression that I was ina fit ! 

I dressed myself hurriedly, told my man to pack my trunk for a 
somewhat lengthy run abroad, and then sent off a note to my Agent 
informing him of my awful discovery, and of my determination to at 
onee go away,on the ground of my health having suddenly broken 
pee — the unwonted excitement of the ere months. 
Having made certain necessary arrangements, of a niary 
character, | was busily engaged in consulting a Continental Bradshaw 
when my Agent hurried breathlessly in. He brought with hima 
copy of the awfal Act that is such a terror to all Candidates and 
Agents alike, and proved conclusively, to my supreme satisfaction, 
that the clause that had caused me such a night of my did not 
apply to me, but merely to any of my friends who might, out of 
respect to me, have as I had done! 

He also brought me the somewhat startling intelligence that our 
political opponents, trusting to the division in our ranks, had 
determined to start a Candidate of their own wrong way of thinking. 
Seeing that I had looked rather downcast at this serious intimation, 
he hastened to demonstrate to me that this tly improved my 
chance of success, somewhat in this fashion. There were some 6000 
Electors duly enrolled on the Parliamentary Register of my District, 
as qualified to vote at the ensuing Election. Deducting from that 
number the customary ten per cent. for Prisoners, Invalids, Lunatics, 
Absconding Debtors, and the like, there remained 5400 free and 
independent Electors, whose sweet voices I had been soliciting for the 
last three months. While there were but two Candidates it would 
necessarily — 2701 votes to ensure a majority, while with three 
Candidates, of course 1801 would suffice for the obtaining of that end 
and object of my laudable ambition, constituting a saving of no less 
than 900 in the number of votes necessary to obtain the same result. 

With this cheering news ringing in my ears I at once countermanded 
all my instructions necessary to a contemplated prolonged absence, 
and once again busied myself in that mass of correspondence, con- 
nected with inquiries concerning my political — which I had 
spent weeks in a vain endeavour to overtake, and retired early to rest 
fatigued, but radiant with hope. Nothing particular occurred during 
the next week. We were making, I was assured, slow but steady 
program, and in about another fortnight I should, in all human proba- 
vility, be entitled to be addressed with the ic letters M.P. after my 
humble name. But on the following Monday I received a very 
fomidable-looking epistle rom the —— Club, which I 
perused with the profoundest astonishment. It informed me that the 
Political Committee of the Club were taking quite an absorbing 
interest in my Election, and that one of the Whips of the party would 
give me a call on the following day just to talk mattersover. It was 
marked—see no one in the meantime. I read the letter over and over 
again with mingled feelings of gratification and doubt, great gratifi- 
cation at the honour conferred upon me, slight doubt as to the result. 

The next day I was visited by, | think, without any exception, the 
pleasantest, the jolliest, in every respect the most agreeable and 
gentlemanly man [ ever saw. He began by apologising for his ap- 
parent intrasion, for which, orders from Sood -qoastens must be his 
excuse, then rattled on about what a jolly thing it was to be an M.P. 
provided you get into the right set. How pleasures and palaces 
tempted one to roam, what jolly parties the Prince gave, asked what 
I thought of the Mikado, had I seen graceful Kare in Excelsior, the 
grandest Ballet of modern times, and finally, was he in time for 
Lunch ? He rattled on all lunch-time, and then rose to leave, and 
actually took up his hat with a joke about our meeting again in an- 
other place, so | ventured to remind him that he had not mentioned 
the object of his visit, when he laughed and said that was just like 
him, though after all it was a mere matter of form, but the fact was 
that as it was most desirable to make my seat safe, and as there were 
three Candidates for it, it was, of course, ay = | that one should 
retire, and he ore come to that I and my first op- 
ponent, who were both on the right side, should agree to arbitration. 
Of course there was no doubt, from what he had heard, that the other 
fellow would have to go, but as it was to go through the 
form, if I;would just sign the agreement, which he had brought with 
him to save trouble, it would doubtless be all right. I naturally 





expressed my surprise at this sudden suggestion and the absolute 
necessity of consulting my Agent, when he laughed again, and said, 
**T suppose he’s a Lawyer, and presume you know name of the 
god ot a Lawyer’s idolatry—Costs, so that would be a mere waste of 
time and a addition to his little Bill.” 

Seeing that I still hesitated, he said that there could not possibly 
be a better introduction to public life than to oblige your Party, nor 
a worse one than to refuse them a favour, and that if I were the 
stronger Candidate, I should win in any case, and if the weaker, lose. 
I need only add that [ at length signed | the agreement, and we parted 
with mutual professions of good-will, and gratifying anticipations of 
many a pleasant meeting in store. 

I draw a veil over my interview with my astounded Agent, who 
guage that both surprised and pained me. Suffice it to say, that 
I named my referees, and so did my opponent, and after four days of 
mental anxiety, and four nights of almost } , L received 
the decision which, to my unspeakable astonishment, was against 
_ * . . * * 

I soaght the sunny shores of the Mediterranean a wiser, a sadder, 
and a poorer man, but I have this consolation, here at any rate | am 
at peace, there is no Postman’s knock to send a shudder through 
every = and the Sorrows of the Ex-Metropolitan Candidate are 
at ane 





A STEEL PEGASUS. 


[‘* Poets take to tricycling in the intervals of inspiration.’’—Daily Tele- 
graph, December 3rd | 


Sreanee things I’ve witnessed in And oe who’s a churchwarden, 


my time an . 

In all kinds of society— A popular parishioner ! 

’Twould puzzle me to put in| Philanthropists regarding folks 

rhyme | With just a grain of charity; 

Their infinite variety ! A wit who laughed at others’ 

I’ve seen a e, un wan : a 
Devoid of all pomposity ; ith some sign of hilarity ! 

A Magistrate quite off his head, | And once I saw a cleverold 
By reason of jocosity ; | Good Bishop on a bieycle— 

A gentleman—delightfal, bland, But never yet did I behold, 
An Income-tax Commissioner, | A Poet ona Tricycle! 








ABBEY THOUGHT—AT ST. ALBAN’S, 


Str E. Beceetr has been pulling down a Norman turret at 
St. Alban’s, and apparently alarming Mr. James Neate, F.S.A. 
That gentleman, writing to the Times, referring to the conduct of 
the worthy Baronet in question, observes, ‘‘ that as he is the only 
person who has any authority at St. Alban’s, there being no Com- 
mittee, and the Bishop and Clergy having no power, where will the 
destruction end if he does not interfere?” It is impossible, of 
course, to answer this question. It appears, from Mr. Neae's re- 

rt, that “‘the springer beneath” the turret shows the original 

orman design at the end of the transept, and that as oy had 
stood for eight hundred years, there is no reason why they should 
not have stood eight hundred years more. The “ springer” beneath 
the turret being in such good, and evidently active condition, cer- 
tainly suggests “‘life in the old stone yet,” and does not seem to 
warrant demolition. Still, there are springers and springers, and in 
this ease Sir E. Beckerr appears to have sprung a mine on the de- 
fenceless Bishop and Clergy ; and Mr. Neave concludes his communi- 
cation by stating, appealingly, ‘‘ Other portions of the building are 
being pulled down as I write this.” This is quite pathetic, but 
it is difficult to see who is to help him; and it is only to be hoped 
that Sir E. Becxerr’s restoring zeal will be satisfied when the 
offending springer is secured and removed. 





Lorp Ranpotrs the other day quoted Bos locutus est, and added 
that he meant Boss spelt with double s, to be taken as an Ameri- 
canism for Chief or Master, in allusion to Mr. GLapstone. Bos locutus 
est recently, and that Bos is the Rural Voter. 





Trura is disposed to think that the rejection of Earl Percy for the 
Berwick Division of Northumberland, was due to the personal un- 
popularity of the Duke and of “his Agent, Mr. SowsaL.” The 
case is clear; black ball against Snowball. 





SumMARY OF wHaT THE New AcriccorTvuRaAL VOTER DID FOR 
THE LIBERAL Party.—‘‘ Hopeer’s Best.” 





Tur New Commanver-tx-Curer.—The General Election. 
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Cures Rheumatism. 
Cures Rheumatism. 
Cures Rheumatism. 





Cures Neuralgia. 
Cures Neuralgia. 
Cures Neuralgia. 





CONQUERS PAIN. 
CONQUERS PAIN. 
CONQUERS PAIN. 





ST. JACOB'S OIL is the only absolute 
Cure for RHEUMATISM and NEURAL- 
GIA ever discovered. 

Price, per Bottle, 2s. 6d. ; 
by Post, 2s. 9d. 

At Chemists and Druggists every- 
where, 

Directions in Eleven Languages. 
Every bottle bears the private English 
Government stamp, as also the fac- 
simile signature of the Sole Proprictors, 
as shown below, 


THE CHARLES A. VOGELER CO., 
BALTIMORE, MARYLAND, U.S A. 


Branch Houses — Torouto, Canada; 
San Francisco, California; Sydney 
and Melbourne, Australia. 


uA Clalit till 


GREAT BRITAIN BRANCH: 


45, FARRINGDON RD., LONDON, 
ENGLAND. 





ARMY & NAVY SCOTCH WHISKY, 


“MONS MEG.” 


THE FINEST OF ALL SCOTCH WHISKIES. 
4%. per Dozen Onse ; 21s. per Gallon ; Cash 
Carriage Paid to any Reilway Station in any amps 
Order thr« at your Wine Merchant, or from 
e Pru prietors 


ARCHD. ‘AIKMAN & Co., 


EDINHURGH. Estasiisurp 
Cheques crossed Roya! Ba yee 





1878, 


KINAHAN’S «rx xn 
PU . TLR, AND as Wiisies” 
onlinaee AND 

WHISKY. 


THE PRIZE MEDAL, DUBLIN EXHIBITION, 1865, 
2, GREAT TITCHFIELD STREBT, LONDON, W. 


COLD MEDAL, PARIS EXHIBITION, 


MOST 
WHOLESOME. 





CARLTON 


HIGHLAND MALT 


WHISKEY. 


ELEVEN YEARS OLD. 
GOLD MEDAL, CALCUTIA EXHIBITION, lem. 
85s. the Gall ; 50s. the Doz. 
Cannisoe Paw Casa Ont. 


RICHD. MATHEWS & 60., 
92 and 94, Albany Street, London, N.W. 


BOTTLING STORES 
Broomesury Mawsson, Haar Srarcer, W.C. 
Agents for India—CUTLER, PALMER, & 60, 


CORK DISTILLERIES COMPANY 


Six PRIZE ‘MEDALS FOR 
IRISH WHISKY sia a, FF saaees 
al. Byduey, 1879; Three i’rize 


Philade 
First Prize Med 
Medals, Cork, 18 


“WERY fine. full flayor and 


ood Spirit “—Jurors’ A ward, Philadciphis 
Centennia! Exhibition, 1676 


“TJNQUESTION ABLY as fine 


specimen as one could wish to see.”— 
Jurors’ Award, Cork Exhibition, 1883 


THIS FINE OLD IRISH 


WHISKY may be hed of the principal Wine 
and > pirit Dealers. ond be Sappuen  GSets- 
sale merchants in ca 


CORK DISTILLERIES COMPANY 
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GRAN?’S MORELLA _ 
CHERRY BRANDY. 


The delicious product of the famed Kent Mo 
Supplied to Her Majesty at all the Me yal Pal aces 


GRANT'S MORELLA 
CHERRY BRANDY. 


Excellent wth water, hot or cold. HKewar: 
wholesome imitations. Ask persist for” 


GRANT'S MORELLA 
CHERRY BRANDY. 


Inquire for it at all Bars and Kefreshment Rooms. 
T. GRANT & SONS. Distillery, Matostore 








TO SMOKERS 


SEND FOR A SAMPLE OF 


BEWLAY’S celebrated INDIAN 


TRICHINOPOLY Leger A and CHEROOTS with 


Straws), of peculia deheious flavour and fra 
Vide Gaarn 
22s. per 100 14 Stamps). 


BEWLAY ‘& CO., 


49, Sreawo, ond 143, Curare 1790. 


Sam ple 








DINNER, wo 
we rower L|FTS, 


CLARK, BUNNE BUNNETT & Cco., 


LIMITED, 
Rathbone Place, London, W. 


REVOLVING 
se SHUTTERS. 


ESTIMATES AND PROSPRCTUSES PRER 


sn 0 ING 
Ww Paty VENDERSALTS, 


THE BEST BLACK INK KNOWN—. 


DRAPER’S INK 


(DICHROIC). 


WHEN THIS INK I8 USFD WRITING 
BECOMES A PLEASURE, 
May be had from all Stationers. 








London Depét: 
BAYDEN & C0., 10, Warwick Square, £.6. 
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BEWLEY & DRAPER, Dublin. 


If you are @ man of business, weakened by the strain 
of your duties, av vid stimulants and take 


HOP BITTERS. 


OU res man Oo! letters, toiling over your mid- 
dig nt work, to restore brain and nerve waste, take 


HOP BITTERS. 


Ifyou are young and crowing too fast, or if you are 
eutlering Lom ue effects of amt over-indulgence, 
lane 


HOP BITTERS. 


If you are married or single, old or young, suffering 
from poor heaith or languishing on a bed of 
sickness, take 


HOP BITTERS. 


Have you Dverereta, Kipw ey Or CAINARY COMPLALT, 
Giseuse of the spomMach, BOW ELS, BLOOD, LIVER, OF 
weaves? You will be cured if you take 


HOP BITTERS. 








“aa free from wires neither 
boiling straining— Made in inute,” 
Vide Lancet, British Medea! Jowrnal, de. 


ALLEN 


HANBURYS’ 
Malted FOOD 


Farinaceous 


For INFANTS and INVALIDS. 


A highly-concentrated and self-divesting 
autriment for young ch.idren ; supplying 
all that is required for the formation of 

flesh bone in a partially soluble 
and easily assimilable form, It als 
affords a sustaining and healthful diet 
for Invalids, and those of a dyspeptic 
tendency. 








N E S L E S é “4 
Also wel) adapted for 
CHILDKEN and | 4 
INVALIDS. 
SUPPLEMENT ano 
SUBSTITUTE ron 
Recommended by the Highest Medical Authorities 
in England and ail parts of the World. 


Tus Ovte PERFECT F p 
MOTHERS MILK. a 
P:epared at Vevey, Switzerland. Sold everywhere. 
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NDON (INT. EXHIBITION, 16% 


SIR JAMES MURRAY’S 
FOR Avivl 
InDiGkeTION, 
MEAKTBLURN, 
GMAVEL, AND 
GouUT 


FLUID MAGNESIA. 
The Inventor's Pure Original l: eparation. 
ls. Hotties almost Double usual size. 
Bin James Monact & Son, Temple Street, Dublin 
Betctat & bons, Farringdon Street, London 


D Ridge’s Food. 








Borwicks 
BAKING POWDER 


Q MAKE °TRY 2 PIINDIN 


BOSTON, 1883; 





Tins, Gd., Is., 2s.. Bs. & 10s. 


(HED IMPERIAL BROUGHAM 


hes been a great attrection at tre 
In venteon: = =, gained the Medal Forme an Open 
Or Close Carriage, aid is is the lightest and most ¢ nd 
ant Hansom built. For Private use only, Ne 
ole, and Drawings } ned Apply, d4NO.M aAMBTON 


Sa ae 24, Kusvvonn Sraser, Kinwinonam 


MORTLOCK’ S 


CHINA AND GLASS 


SERVICES, 
as supplied to 
B.M. THE QUEEN and the COURTS of EUROPE. 
LARGEST COLLECTION IN LONDON, 


Patterns Carriage Paid Discount 16 per Cent 


OXFORD ST. & ORCHARD ST., W. 
EVERY GA GARDEN and every 


BOENER oite d with a euperd colicetio 
of ROBES. at p: anging from 2. 64. to rey 
Carefully pac ked, ‘one Carnage Paid. For full 
particulars, apply to 

EWING & ©Oo., O., Havane, Hawrenias 


The Only Gold 1884 
FOR A MALTED INFANTS FOOD 


THEBESTFOOD 
FORINFANTS 


SAVORY & MOORE. LONDON, 
& OF CHEMISTS &c EVERYWHERE 


HOPING COUGH.—ROCHE’S 
HERBAL EMBSSCUASION The evlobrated 
Weir A zens, W ae of a ten 
yerd). ne OF most Chemiats 





I's Church 
i rice 4+ per bottle 


“FOR THE BLOOD 18 THE LIFE.” 


CLARKE’S 


WORLD-FAMED 


BLOOD MIXTURE. 


Is warranted to cleanse (he bioos from all impurities, 

from wh tever caus oy For Serofula, seurvy, 
Sores of ail kinds, Sk Food Diseases, ite effects 
are marveilous Thousands of Testimonials from all 
parts. In bottles % id aget, and ie ca es of win 

fin es the quantity, lis, each, of ali Chemists, Sent 
for 33 of 132 +t mps by Tue see OLn ano Miptano 


Coustive Dave Courant, Lincoin 





THE NORMAL 


DIURETIC 
APERIENT 

















PUNCH, OR 


THE LONDON 


CHARIVARL — - December 12 1885. 
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The finer qualities are equal 





NEW BLAOKS, — A ys to 


P rice, 
test. Fashionable * wes, 20 
‘ esale Agent: 


|ONPAREIL” 


than the very best Lyons Silk Vetves tel ove and cost onl 


A 


PULLER A Wome ly Lorpoy. 


Has obtained Exhibition eeeoa. Gold Medals, 
Diplomas, and Awards of Merit, 
In the principal Cities of the World, for its brilliant Fast Dye, Fast 
and Immovable Pile, and Enduring Qualities. 

“ The richest, softest, os most Seem Meets fabric ever geen 
for woman’s wear. = Lady's 
appearance, and wear better 
a quar? or 
LOVELY COLOURS, 
ard, Of all Drapers. 

@; 











SED by HER MAJESTY , SERVANTS P 
Wedale and Diplomas of Merit at all Ezhibitions, §$ 
: 


Needham’s 
Polishing 
oa = Paste 


‘The reputation of nearly a quer as the 
FP most reliable preparation ser Clea and 

Brilliantly Polishin BRASS, COPPER, 
~ BKITANNIA ETAL, &e. 


] ae & 


ann Sots Maworacrurens, 


CKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 





By Special Royal Appointment. 


SPEARMAN’S “ONLY. 
DEVON wes. 
=sSERGES 


stomers testify that no other article woven 
al utility. Por Ladies’ Dresses, beautiful quali- 


te. 6d. the yard. For Children’s wear, capitally 
2s. the yard. For Gentlemen's wear, double 
los, 6d. the yard. The Navy Blues and the 

at dye On receipt of instructions , samples 
REE. N.B.—Any length cut, and Carriage Paid to 


PO ne ee OOTP ere Terre 


way Stations. No other article woven equais this 


QS PEARMAN& GPEARMAN, Plymouth. ; 


NO AGENTS 


_—e 








Of the INTERNATIONAL $ 


E COLD MEDAL wearre cxmarnon, 


HAS BEEN AWARDED ~—y 


BENGER’S 
winaide” FOOD 


1s and Highly Nutritive FOOD, distinguished from all > 
he ease with which it can be digested and abeorbed. $ 
M at Keconp says:—* U or cog ¥ great | 

ious attempt in this direction ave 4 

cases with the most marked benefit.—It : 


Lancet amd other leading Medical Journals P 
r 
D is sold by Chemists, &c., in TINS, at ls. 6d., $78 


fants, Children, 


holesale: 


Pird’s Gust ard Powder 


EIGHT LARGE GLASSES OF DELICIOUS CUSTARD AT A COST OF } 


TWOPENCE by using} 
BIRD’S 

CUSTARD 
POWDER. 








PUT CCC CCC CCC CCT CTT TTT TTT 


pevuvvede PevvevvTTT Pevuvv@TeTT Pevvvc@TdT 


a i i i i i i i i i i i i hi i hi hi i hi Ni hi hh hh i hh hn ha hh hh hh hh bb hb hh bh hi i hi hh hb hh he bs 


Pirds Gustard ae 


» RICHEST CUSTARD—WITHOUT ECGS—HALF THE COST—HALF THE TROUBLE. 


Neo Luncheon, Dinner, Dessert, Supper, or Feast complete without a dish of this Favourite Custard. 








MANCHESTER. > 


; SOLD EVERYWHERE, in 6d. and 1s. Boxes, and 2d. Packets. | 









pas io" 


CUARANTEED 
SOLUBLE. 


COVE C TTT TCTs 








ll Rh hd 


gd bury’ . S 


ppsdlulay 








Cocoas 


pure 























y Willem Stuart Smith, vy Fe 
in the Preciact 


Parish of St. Mary, Islington ,in the County of Middlesex, at the 
te the Clay of Laken ana pabtiohes by Liss'at Net os, Place Street to the Pesan af wh dwioe 


of M . Brad! , Agnew, & Co., Lombard Street, 
Bari December 12, 1606, 


ing Offices 
y of London.—Sarvuapat, 


Every SATURDA'Y. 
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